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Either he or Snagge told of some of the methods at Ford works.
When the employees come in and hang up their street things,
the hook is whisked up high in the air, and does not come down
again till shutting-off time, so that nobody can prepare to go in
advance. Also a man had been employed for some time and
thought he was doing quite all right, when the manager sent
for him and told him he could leave as they didn't want men
like him. He asked why. " Look at these photographs/' said
the manager. One snapshot showed the man stooping to speak
to a fellow workman as he was passing from one spot to another.
The other showed him looking into a doorway which was for-
bidden. I should want very high wages for work in these con-
ditions, I think.

Tuesday, February igth*

D. and I to first night of first playing of " Back to Methuselah "
last night at Court Theatre. ' House full ' boards outside before
the performance. I had asked for and offered to pay for seats,
in order to please D., but I received an apologetic letter from
the manager to say that they were really all gone Afterwards
a box was returned and Barry Jackson himself gave it to me ;
which, I thought, was rather graceful. The affair was a solennite.
But not quite the usual kind of ist night. Walls of box dead
black and of stone. We could see the empty orchestra, and the
nakedness of Adam and Eve. Curtain going up announced by a
sort of clash of a cymbal. I was very bored by the play, I could
see nothing in it ; neither action nor character nor a sermon nor
wit. The game of finding new words played by the characters
seemed silly. It was too far round to go to smoke in the in-
terval, so we stayed in our tomb. In the second act I went to
sleep and had to be wakened for fear a snore might be heard on
the stage. Audience indifferent but very polite. Many calls.
Play began at 8.37 and ended at about 10.15. Barry Jackson
said author in house but wouldn't appear till the last night.
Shaw had box over us. His programme fell down at the end and
was wafted into our box. D. took it away as being historical.
A most depressing night.

Friday, February
Yesterday, lunch with Burton Chadwick, M,P,   I happened to
say that creative writing was in my opinion the hardest work
33